a disconcerting volubility, as if she had got by heart
the speech she now poured out, full of apologies and
explanations that no one had demanded from her.
Talking away all the time, she would stand in front
of the mirror briskly removing coat and hat; from
the enormous hat and the too-heavy coat there would
emerge a small, trim figure, tightly encased in a bright,
close-fitting dress; the waist slim, the neck bare above
its childish collar, the smile ambiguous, the fair hair
swept up to make a sort of clown's top-knot above
humorous, green eyes slightly tilted at the corners.
To the infinite exasperation of Catherine, who would
be in a hurry to get her up to her own room for
immediate discussion of their private affairs, Edmee,
if there were visitors in the drawing-room., would
linger there wantonly, full of polite nothings, as if
she had quite forgotten the person she had really come
to see. She would be all eagerness and deference to
elderly ladies, manifesting extreme interest in persons
and things she had never heard of. She was always
the first to jump up to offer a chair or a cushion, and
the most persevering in drawing out shy girls. But
when Catherine had at last succeeded in getting her
upstairs, scarcely would the door be closed behind
them before she would be talking of a very different
sort of life, describing its happenings with a sort of
restrained abandon, as though divided between fear
of saying too much and the need, while playing the
heroine to such a willing confidant, to conceal from
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